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A LBrrBn

FRoM THE

Eolrons

Dear Fisher CommunitY:
Thank you for making this yeat's Angle a success. The Angle has undergone
immense changes this year. we are proud of the praise it has recieved, and we know,
with the support ofour writers and readers, it will grow even more next year!
we would like to extend a special thanks to M. J. Iuppa and Dr. Nicolay for their
endless support and passion in building a vehicle for the literary voice of the Fisher
community.
Thanks also to our dedicated staff. we will be sad to see the seniors go, and we
wish t}em all rhe best in lheir new endeavors'
We are tooking forward to the new faces t}at will be joinin g The Angle nert
year. We welcome all of you to come share your talents with the magaztne'
Mindae Kadous will be taking over as senior Editor for the 2002-2003 school
year. she has a lot of exciting ideas for further development, including an Angle website, to be launched in SePtemberThanks again for your support. Have a great summer!
Sincerely,

I
I

Melissa A. Japp
A. L. Higham
Mindae M. Kadous
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MBc Bensoze
Tnn PnrsnNt SrrulrroN (rs I GnmxJ^l,or Bowl')
Lately,

I am harmted
by the memory of a green jade bowl
sitting in the silky light
of the room ofthe ancients
in the Baltimore Museum of Art.

I remember almost nothing
of the shape or size, but the color
always stops me where I am;
it seems to hold me in Place,
guiding me through
these gray walled days,
perhaps toward a JaPanese

river-

quiet haiku-where
I dip the bowl's paPer thin liP
beneath the swift rushing water
and lift it out, heavY
a

with the weight
of the expectation
that I carry
three miles back
to my home
without spilling
a single &op.
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Suenl AlrnN
Trru Hrr,r,s

ARE

Br,.lzrNc

The hills are blazing
Crimson and rust.
The trees
Holding onto the last of
The year's leaves
Await hibernation.
Our horses climb up from the valley
Of the creek bed while
I lean back on the branch
ln the tree that marks
The comer of our yard
Wrapped with the fence
Which announces the field
That extends forev€r.
The gold and fiery leaves dancing
As they leave home.
The sun vanished
Darkness incomplete
I await my calling.

6
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GwcBn M.Jeues
'WrNrpn: Rocrrpslnn, Nrw

Yom

The moon shines above,
A bright white orb in the velvet sky.
Snow crunches underfoot

"*o'il*'#f#i,f,i,,-".
Our breath freezes
air, suspended like tiny crystals'
the
icy
In
Snowfl alces fl oat lazilY,
Landing on orn laslrcs
And teezing there'
Night has fallea
And a fire crackles on the hearth.
I am in love.
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ResHaeoJacrsoN
Tn.rr IJNrxpr-,arNABLE Fnnl,rNc
That unexplanable fceling
Like when he got shot
When you up and left
I;rom which you told me h
Or as you walked by
Whcn we put you in the ground
Alonc and I heard no sound
It comes from anger
Or the thought of danger
Cause dad died
Or when she lied
When you say thc sweelest thing
When I gave you that ring
When I don't know what to do
When I'm away from you
That unexplainable feeling

MrNo.,le M. Keuous
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DevB LaNprns
FLorNc

INr

Arrr*M,tnwvBrr.t

The things I did, I did
Because I had to do
Because I had to leave
Ahhough I cared for You
And knew you cared for me
And maybe you still do
And maybe you can block the distance
But that I cannot do
The things I did, I kept
In boxes in my room
In envelopes I hid
To save the truth of our doom
And maybe see it later
And maybe to show You
The way that I am terrified

Of everything I do
These things

I kep! I'll bum

In a year or two
Rerninding me of how You Yearn
For the things I do
So maybe you will fade
And someday, you rnay smile
And I hope the world we made

Will keep you stong

a

while

9
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Jou

RorrrzraNo

Tnun Rnrl,nctroNs
A reality stands in front ofthe glass
while imagination stares back.
Two images linked in one reflection
separated by their inhibitions,
their unwillingness to unite.
The cold glass surface cuts her in half
making her see body and feel fat,
making her see contorted 1ruths and feel alienated.
The glass image is her sculpture-her life,
The iced edges forming her sketchy independence'
Her own truths shatter from reality.
Her own body differs from the world.
She stands in front of her mirror
seeing her image, feeling her truths,
Her world is separated-her world is glass.

Eurrv GnBconv
Bowr,rucAr.,r-,pys
I don't want to be here tonight; I'd rather not sit around trying to look pretty
while my eyes are assaulted with cigarettte smoke and my hands tired from the
uncharacteristic lifting of nine pounds. I used to think bowling was fun-in
September, December, all the way till April, but it has somehow lost its savor.
Maybe we just go too much, maybe I'm tired of never breaking 8G-except that
one time when I did and then the 'thrilf' was gone. It's the best activity we
could ever do if we want to get together as a group and ignore each other.
Musical chairs for college students. I think my contacts will dry up and fall
ou! bluring even the t.v. screens with the colorful columns of names and
scores. I'm sick of losing-in bowling, in life.

IO
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PHrr Lonrco
Bl.,q.cx

LNo.Wrrrrn

'l-hc air is saturatcd with thc kind

ol'cold that makcs you wonder if'global
rvarming is.iust a myth. l-hc bittcr wind makes mc wish for Satan's scorn lo rise {iom
Iladcs to blister rny skin. It's wintcr in Chicago, and I'm wearing a hooded sweatshirt.
I f shc could, my mother would return from the grave just to comc back to tell me to put
'l'hc hood of my swea(shirt
some warm clothcs on. A hat maybc. Perhaps some gloves.
is thrown around by the wind, which is irritating my eyes. I can't tcll if my contacts are
drying out or if they are lrozen. It's that cold.
I always walk to Mick's, a bar owncd by a buddy of mine. He kecps me in liee
drinks, and I keep him company on thosc lonely tavern Monday nights. Terry owns the
bar, but he namcd it Mick's. lle thought it sounded tougher than a bar named "Terry's."
I agrecd. Mick's is three blocks from my apartnrent. I don't own a car, and don't like
pissing money away on taxis, so I walk there every Monday night. Past the record shopPast thc butcher. Pasl the homelcss guys. Sometimes I give thcm a dollar ifl wanted to
fcel bctter about myselL Most times, I don't.
Reaching my destination, I smile as the blast of warm air cngulfs me when I
open the door. Aller a few blinks to thaw my eycs, I survey the situation. Three
townies playing pool, onc slutty barfly, two kids who are definitely underage (but I'm
not telling Terry). And the old man with thc walker. The old man with the walker is in
my seat, but I'm not going to ask him 1o move. I grab the stool next to him and lvait for
Tcrry.

"Old Man." I don't even know his name.
"Young man." His raspy voice can barely be heard over the jukebox.
"l got thal picture I was telling you about last week. This one's of my
grandfather in World War ll.' I reach into the front pocket of my sweatshirt and pull out
a picture folded in half. I slide it in front of him as if ifs some business transaction. IIe
reaches for it with the speed of a tortoise and takes his time to unfold it. After thirty
seconds of silent staring, he folds it in half and jams it into his coat pocket.
"Didn't know him. Your grandfather. Didn't know him. Looks like a handsome
man. He died in the war, didn't he?" He stares at the bar directly in front of him when
talking to me.
"Yeah, he died. In the war. Took one in the face early on." I reach into my
pants pocket to pull out my cigarettes.
"That's how it happens. He was a good-looking man. Not as good-looking as I
was, but close. War takes away everything good about you. It stole his good looks, as
well as his life. For me, it took my right eye and my right knee." He pulls out a Zippo
lighter and slides it over in the same manner as I gave him the picture. His eyes remain
focused on the same spot of the bar. Even his glass eye is staring down.
"Where's 'tcrry?" I ask the old man.

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2002/iss4/27
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"Wcn1 to go changc thc keg a lbw minutcs ago." lhc old man puts out his hand.
place a cigarelte in it. I Ie breaks the filter o fl' and puts thc rcmainder in his mouth. I

I
light mine, then his, and return his lightcr 1o the bar in liont of hirn. l.eaning forward. I
fumble in my back pocket for anothcr picturc. This one is folded in quarters. I rcmove
it, unlold it, and place it on the bar between us. Without turning his head or moving his
eyes, the old man drags the picture dircctly in front of him on thc bar. I figure he's
going to stare at it for a few seconds, so I go behind thc bar. I don't know where the hell
Terry is. I reach into the cooler and pull out a botlle of bcer. Coors. Irine, whatcver. I
twist offthe cap and rctum to my seat.
'lhe picture is alrcady back in front of where I was sitting. It catches me off
guard how beautiful the piclure is. Gazing at it, into her eycs, I'm taken back to when I
took that picture. Back in 1987. My recollection is interrupted by the old man. "You
were in love with her, right?" It docsn't evcn sound like a question coming out of his
mouth. More like a statement.
"Almost." It doesn't sound likc a statement coming oul of my mouth. More
like a question. "l knew her for onc night. After that..." I take a drag ofmy cigarette
and exhale deeply.
"She looks like a keeper." The srnoke trickles from his mouth. He looks at
me for the first time this evening. "So why did you let her go?"
I put my cigarette out and light another.
"I have always loved pictures. Black and white pictures. I remember when my
grandmother showed me that picture ofmy grandfather when I was seven years old.
Something about the absence ofcolor made it authentic. From then on I was fascinated
by photography. I had taken pictures in my teens. In high school I took photography,
but that's not whcre I did my leaming. I read. Books. I read until I knew what I was
doing. Lotte Jacobi. Alfred Stieglitz. These names mean something to me. Not the
bullshit my teacher was spewing. I finished high school and decided to go to New York
City instead of college. I set up camp there and lived like a photographer."
The old man nods.
"So do you want to hear the short version or the long one?" I extend a cigarette

to the old man.

"Long." His voice is full of gravel. After giving him
filter offof this one, too.

the cigarette, he breaks the

He motions for me to continue.
"l was at a party in 1990. New York City." When telling the old man about the
picture, I'm surprised how much I rcmember.

High on whatever pills I just ate, I slump down on Damien's couch. Damien
wasn't his real name, but the couch wasn't real leather, either. He used to throw these
parties; a mixture of intellectuals with connections and kids like myself. Detached from
the party, I just stare at the people like some stare at a television. Maybe it's the pills, or
maybe I'm just that disciplined, but everything shifts into black and white. Every time I
blink. it's the shutter on mv camera blinkine.
Ronnie shouting at Damien.

Published by Fisher Digital Publications, 2002

15

The Angle, Vol. 2002, Iss. 4 [2002], Art. 27

Click.
Sarah sturnbling onto somcone important looking.

(llick.
The door beginning to open.

Click.
And a beautiful creature walkins in.
Click.
When you're on this many pills, everything is familiar. It's like d6j2r vu. You
always know what's going to happen next, but you can never act on that klowledge.
Everyone looks familiar, especially strangers. Bveryone's your best friend. And ifa
gorgeous girl walks into the apartment, her beauty and welcoming glance are magnified
millions of times. I follow her with my eyes as she walks up to Damien. They
exchzurge a quick kiss, and he points to the table with the booze on it. She walks over
and begins to pour a drink. I don't realize it yet, but I'm already standing somehow. I
swagger over mixing stumbles with all the cool I can muster. Weaving in between the
lamiliar strangers, I park myself inches behind her. As she sets down the bottle of
vodka, her elbow brushes against my stomach. She whips around and stares at me,
mildly startled. I open my mouth but no words come out.
"Ariel. I'm Ariel." Her words sound like a symphony. Sure, I knew it was
partially bccause of the pills, but the pills couldn't completely make up how great this

girl

was.

"Hi." I wanted to say more, but that's all I could get out.
"I take pictures. I take really good pictures." My speech wasn't sluned, but my
mind was a collage of irrelevant thoughts.
"Show me." She was so confident. I lazily nrotioned behind her with my weak
arm and swagger off into Damien's back room without looking back. Stepping onto the
shag carpet, I knelt down and removed the top ofa cardboard box.
"So how do you know Damien?" She asks, taking a sip of her drink. I was the
one startled lhis time.
"You know I just know him." I was barely paying attention as I flipped through
my work. I kept a box of pictures at Damien's because of these parties. Sometimes real
important people would show up, and I didn't want to miss any opportunities to get my
work noticed. I stood up a little too fast and shoved an 8 x l0 into her chest.
"Look." I stared at her as she stared at my picture. It was a picture ofa stripped
'l'he
car.
wheels were gone. Various parts were removed and the mechanical
underbelly was showing. And it was in black and white.
r3
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"God, this is anrazing." Approval from this girl was the cquivalent ol'approval

lrom God.
"What clsc have you done?" She closed the door to the back room and took a
seat on the floor. I slowly lowered myself and grabbed the top halfofthe stack of
photos in the box. I sat down. almost leaning on her, and began to show her my lvork.
I explained why I took each picturc. I told her thal my uncle worked in a lactory. and
that's how I got in to take those pictures. I showed her the onc of the dead cat and gave
the story bchind it. I showed her the one taken at my mother's funeral, but remained
silent. She gcntly removed the stack of photos from my hand and kissed my lips. A
smile slowly crcpt across my I'ace. She got up and went over to the door. She locked it
and turned the lights off.
We made love. We didn't fuck. We didn't have sex. We weren't 1wo people
doing it in the back room at a party. We. Made. Love. I don't know how it happened'
We weren't fumbling in the darkness. We weren't consumed by lust. Somehow, this
stranger and Ijust came together. I still can't explain it. But it happened.
We fell asleep afterwards. Well, at least I did. I awoke to the sunlight beaming
through the hazy window and shining directly into my eyes. I slowly tumed my head to
look at her. She was just as beautiful now that I was sober. I was still a liltle out of it
from whatever I took the night before. I removed her arm from my chest and sat up.
She opened her eyes and let out a cute little growl.
"Moming." 'l'he sun on her face illuminated her smile.
"Moming." I whisper as I kiss her forehead.
"I want to see the rest of your work. It's fucking amazing. Get it all ready, and
I'm going get cleaned up and grab us some coffee." She put her dress back on and
aimed for the door. I put my boxers back on and inched over to t}te box ofmy photos.
"Last night," she said. "Last night was amazing" She exits the room with a smile
that makes me wish she wasn't leaving.
I grabbed the bottom half, the half we didn't look through, and started taking out
the best ones. The picture of the bird's nest outside my apartment. The photo of my
empty refrigerator. The one of the condemned house. I grabbed about ten pictures by
the time she retumed.
"Show me what you got." She pops back in tlre room quicker than I expect' Her
enthusiasm this early in the morning makes me feel so important. She hands me a mug
of black coffee and sits down next to me.
I explain the story behind the picture of the supermarket. I hand her the one of
the dark clouds. I pick out the one ofthe dead tree.
"How do you do this? You have such an eye for what's, just, I dunno. The black
and white makes it so, so..."
"Authentic." My statement causes a silence filled with understanding. She nods
in awe and pointed to the box.
"More. Show me more."
The box was empty, but I still had a stack ofphotos on my lap.
"This series I took at a studio. One of my friends worked at a pomo theatre. I
found out where they filmed the movies, and took pictures of the actors and actresses.
With their clothes on." I got two photos into the series and she grabs my hand.
r4
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"Show me somelhing else." She sounds anxious.
"No, these are good. The way their faces look-"
"l want to see something else. More buildings." She grabs the
stack of photos out of my hand.
"Why? What's wrong with these?" Frustrated with her, I try 1o grab the stack of
photos out ofher hand. She pulls away, and they spill onto the floor. We both look at
the aftermath of our little skirmish, and she looks at me. She stares at me from the floor
directly in front of me. Gazing. With those deep eyes' So dark. So powerful. She
stares at me from the picture on the floor. In black and white.
"Don't." FIer words sound desperate. "Don't say anything. Donl think
anything. I know what you're thinking and I know what you're going to say." She grabs
he edge ofthe picture and flips it upside down. "Don't think what you're thinking."
"I." I don't know what I am thinking.
"1..." I don't know what I am saying.
"...1...1...' I don't know what to do.
"l'm leaving." I grab the photos as quickly as I can. I pile them into the box and
mash the top on. I pick it up and headed for the door.
"Don't..." She sounds weak. She sounds ashamed. She sounds defeated.
I bite my lower lip so I won't say anything. I bite my lip and I just walk out the
door.

The old man coughs, sharply taking me back to the present. I look down at my
hand and see my cigarette has gone out minutes before. I drop it into the ashtray and
look at the old man. He is still staring at me.
We both look at the picture and remain silent.
"You keep that one." He looks at me the way I always imagined my grandfather
would look at me. "You keep that one and you leam from those memories."
I nod.
"You tell Terry I had to go. Tell him I had a good idea about some pictures'" I
put my cigaretles back in my pocket. I fold the picture of her back into fourths and
carefully put it into my back pocket.
"Old man." I say as I stand uP.
"Young man," he says, and slowly tums his head back to the bar.

r5
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Mn. UNonRrnrr
Sr-,rpp
Sleep,

Dreaming of glass reflections,

Now shattered.
Reflections in the stony brook,
Crystal clear
Cool water running nowhere
And everywhere
Darkening into night shadow
Tuming to day.
The country hung,
At the gallows pole,
As HE weighs the balance
Of right and good and evil and power and profit,
Leaving us on the brink of world war.
Bound for judgement against the rest,
Ignoring the pleas of the enlightened
In exchange for ignorance
The sheep leading the blind,
No one knows the way we move
Until after it's said and done.
Unreported.

r6
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NrrusHaJoHNsoN
BrrsAND PrEcEs
bits and pieces
of nothing
corrupt
our souls
while
we sit
and warch
nothing
but
something
that we think

will satisf,
something...

yet

and we stare into

secr€tly
l\re alle

WAITING
for the rebellious

ATTITUDE
ofthe 60's
to

rawlace
in the youth
yet
their souls

alt
silcnced

by
bits
and pieces

of what they
believe is
the truth.
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EvnrvNJeNsnN
SnnrNrrv
I can hear the sweet sound
That her small hands make
When they are one

With the instrument.
She stumbles on the notes

Every once in a while,
Her fingers going back
To get it just right.
The sound, the feeling,
The sati sfaction that only
The music can bringKeeps her fingers to the keys.
The years of lessons have paid off,
Have allowed her to discover

A talent- a talent that brings
The praise of adults.

But it is more than that.

It is a melody. It is daydr€ams.
It is another place
To be in.

r8
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JBN ENrucHr
SrrrNcYou
I can

see

you shadow me

through my days and nights
when you take that dayJong trip
that brings the world
apart back together again,

jus by boarding

that airplane

that will fly over the Atlantic.

I can then

see

your beautifirl

eyes and feel your mouth on my body
and grip your soft hand in mine

and squeeze all the love in my heart
back in to you.

I'm stuck to you like
grass stain

or yellow on daisies.
We walk that stony path

wrapped up together

to brighten our way.
And we draw the strenglh
to balance our hearts
and not to

fall

when we take the voyage back

to where our hearts beat separately,
where we don't breathe in unison
and we hold on tight

until we can tread
tbe distance

once agarn.

r9
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GrNcBn M. Jauas
Osc^c.n
His voicc
Is as the sound of rain,
Falling softly, gently on a hot summer night.
His laugh
Is as a stream,
Tripping and bubbling along perfect pebbles.
His eyes
Are dark as the night skY,
Wrapping the earth in its comforting embrace.

lis hands
Are as the breeze,
Caressing gently the branches of a nearby tree.
His stature
Is as the strong, tall oak,
Lifting its head proudly to the sky.
I

Everywhere I look, he is there,
Filling me with wonder.

MrNoas M. Keoous
20
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ANN SraNrBY-BennY
TouonnowmNrNn
Tomorrow al nlne

I'll

be catching the

moon
not to keep it locked up, not to brighten my

room
not to squander its soft luscious luminous

lieht
just to know I can reach
whatever's in sight
just to know I can flY on
the soft summer winds

Tomorrow al nine

I'll
I'll

be burning my

not to join a

bra I'll

crusade

be shedding mY

be picking my

not to launch a new

just to prove to myself
I am human again
just to forewam myself
of what's happening

I'll

lay down on my pillow

will

the sweetness

rise up to greet me with

I will paint my

walls

of
exuberance

safton and indigo and
teal

to remind myself daily to remember to
feel

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2002/iss4/27
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I'll

walk very slowly

I'll

admire the grass

the smell of the earth

breath-of-wind on my back

l'll

walk to that place where the lake meets the
uee

I'll

walk to that place where the moon seems to
be

I'll

glide out to the branches

I'll
I'll

shimmy

I'll

shake

swing myself up toward
the moon toward the lake

I swing, the louder

and the higher

I'll
laugh

till I'm

I can

sure

hear

myself feel
myself

bubbling

over

and

then I'll

let
go

of the branch
of the earth
and

I'll

soar

through the stars

with the lake at my feet and

I'll

listen so
closely

I'll

hear ancesors

speak

thru the
clouds

and the water

the

dirt and the
leaves

and then

I'll

closc my eyes

tight and la go of

belief

z8
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Lrsa GuanNnnB
Tnn SnlsoNs oF Rocnnsmn
Winter, Spring, Summer, Fall
The typical order the seasons arrive.
The calendar says it's wintertime in Rochester.
But what if the snow comes very late
And the temperature refuses to fall
And the sun is shinning bright in the sky?
Is this really winter?
Fear not, here it comes,
Sun today, snow tomorrow.
Half the high of today will be the high for tomorrow.
And two days afler that...
The sun might be back,
The snow might be gone,
Shades might be a must
And gloves might be taboo.
To live in Rochester
Where winter, spring and fall sometimes share their time and talents with each other.
Where visitor are either over packed, or not prepared to bear the elements.
Where the weather forecast is constantly changing.
And don't forget the 5-degree guarantee,
If the forecasted high isn't +/- 5 degrees
money is donated to a local charity.
Rochester summers are quasi-normal.
Partially cloudy
Sunshine,
Warm,
Hot.
Maybe a slight breeze.
If today is normal,
Tomorrow may not
It's all a guessing game,
So just sit back and watch,
A magical wonder,
Known as Rochester Weather.
.

29
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MBceN HBnnueN
Tnrccpns
lwd

Wlpn lu,as a little Cirl I Wsvn very

with ny oayms.

Tlre doctor asked np, "lnw does yon body feel physlxlly?'
I feh like I was drowning in his soft black leds coucb

ard as he ad<ed thic
I silrk deep€r.

dF

How can I desibe dF od€nt of lhis
wtry does my body fel so broken, if it is my mird

Tirypd

in

tF eru ir€ connrfe

to lhe scaeled mrsirgs

*e ae disqrsnngl

I becane a @ive ardiarce

ofmy brain . . . I am

bdy

aaae oflhe [gltt

abead

piza delivery boy is opecting rp to be kird fld
TtF lighist€4 hisw, my frrganails.rcd

The

Red rernirds nrc

Otnsonrc4
lfiIcn

lvw

ofmy back

qL

. . . nuybe it's rcd.

hm rialra ye[ow
a liule gnf

l€r him

odre, rawunber.

I Wwdwry

Mn'ih

my

aalant

Repaftior rnkes oolors sourd hfisll
ifyou crt rne opan

thescohrsuiqrHwne
ndftg crtfiqnrny irsides
Ws it lag fil uilsr I lodred ry agfur
After llE hav€s tumd da$ic rc{
and urar slravings fel b fF grcnrrd dead?

to
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\)TBcoaN Asnren
Rrununru,NcE oF IulN
Shot in

tlp shelter of her motlur's ams

Afow-monthold
Owner ofaface ofradiant

glm

Dryrvedoftlvflm
Not old enoryh to
Yet

wfurstod lvr world

yorotg erunEh to be a viaim

Claimedbylwe
A thing of igrnrore

Illnt
Tla

was her critne?
she

spead liglt

Hant was
Ihhen

slc

a

os p sescent runn

thea?

slc could rot speak or walk

If given tle clwte n

live

Wlnt wottld hnot have
In the langwge oftlc

saiil

Qrot

Orc tha rceds rc subtitles

).
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SaueurHe MonINGELLo
Youtnr Srr r,r', Bnlurr rur,
you sitting there lcnking out lhc window, wondering ilyou'll rcmember me today. You
look at me and strue, and qucsion yourself, "Do I know her?' I smile and you snile back. I ask how
you are, and you whispcr, "l don't know . . . I guess I am all right." I try to talk to yor:, but you barcly respond. I try to tring up the good memories that I have ofus togelher, but you don't remember
I

soe

any of them, not a single one. Youjusl sit ftere and smile, and rub my hand. I Sill don't believe drat
this could happen to you. I don't know why, and to me, itjus looks like you're suffering. I sit there
quietly, looking at thc other elderly people sitting in the room. I look back at you and teals slart lo

form in my eyes. I think to myself, you're alrcady dea{ you don't remetnber mg you don't remernber anything, but you can't help it ard it's not your thulL
I look a you again and I see a certain spar&le in your eyes' The same sparkle that I used to
sce wtren you would sing dance, laugh. It doesrl seem that long ago, and it hasn't beer; it's only
been lbur yean. She looked beautifi:l in that momen! untouched and wrharmed. You are not tlre
same persorl but you're

sill my gnndma

I get up to go and the smile wipes away from your face. You ask sadly, "Whoe are you
going?' I tell her, "l have to go to worlq hn I'[ b€ b,ack" She nods her head okay, as I give her a
kiss goodbye. She yells to me, "Be carefirl!" I smile and say, "Don't worry grandna t will." Dudng
those times in her worry, ho sense of being a gmndma comes back That's when I krow deep inside
her, the old her still lives. I look back at her and she is looking out the window. She has already

for-

gonen me.

))
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KerB

GnUBNTELDER

C.lNlnL oN.L L^1,rc, Jut'v rg99
The tnrnitt air forces a smdress an my sweaty body

m my anrn
mmy fips

nigln air bndres over drc hain

adkisa
The

vr&r

srnile

is a te><hred floor, silver,

ild

it rreets

tE

dfmnrrirg

fiery oarge sky

- lryiA

again* fte

srng

smlltideplayswihmyoes, @ing nreb cqne in
I resist only becaus it's dak ad the horse,flies ad blaclflies ae forrning
into pacls alog tr srfice

The

Ttry sapplircs ttr*ling above lhe rratsa

sad cal€s my fea - ryig b slallow my toes
us tlp rrv&'s beat to plzy a sug fa me
ttrdballl cmlrem cddcts dayiq in perftct ttrrc to the \rffi's tide
The lv€t

while the cridces

it soqr falls in syrrc with tn beat of my own
Not always $eady ht corsart'
I rcachqf

tln4[ts

adfeltlrcmL

suroothlearcs
Ell me to say a ufrile lcnga

tlry tcnrh my hads ad
I eetrlhe inviHbnard snile.

34
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MrNoaB Keoous
Ppnruunp Arvxrrrr
didnl

old
for me and more than four partnen was suddenly overlookablg
like everydring else wrong with you
It was the surnmer when twenty-two

So

ufiar you picked

me

tp

seem too

and I had to open my own

ca door

and then we sruck into the movies so you wouldn't have to pay,

I still thouglrt it was our first daie.
And *tren we went out dancing together and I watched you

twostep with yow ex-girlfriand for "old times sake,"
I still believed it was our second date.
So wlren you boug[t my ticket and drinks at the corrcert because

you couldn't keep yorn hands offmy little black drcss,
I sill wanted it to be orr third date.
It was llre surnmer when aI it took was a C-oco Channel creation
to lcmw, you were llnee dates of spilled perfinn€.

1)
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KerB

GnUBNTELDER
Ennrr,y

My horlse is on a clitr
wlm my siser lives
with her head in the clods
as we lirc higlr
on tris cliff

1}edaymypire

Mymohrbakes

wi[ cqne" dre clairns.
I cart medle her clord

I ofterr visit my si$er

rmm
in tle clords
in her

Blackberry pie with

b &€an

realwlri@oeam
I love the whir of

She rrceds

bl€ndermixing creanad slga.

stF neods to sig

h€r

li:kiry herie uean corc
&eaniry ofher

Her voice is srrcet

kircNc-Sochmntug
ard srrlirg Blad6errypfu

mdrrJodicwith

filling my head
ad popsicles

flowers

A pleasaf Fairy Tale

A.

L

HIG}|AII
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MBc Bensoze
Tnn PonM oF El,r,rpsns: AtrtnNrlN MonNrNc
ArnnNs
I can not stop slaring
al

tln busl of Socmtes--+is lips

are parted slightly; it looks

like he might say something
about lhe injusice brcd

in poety, about mod€s
or S/mnaslics. ..

.

Ttrcy say
tlrat much

ofutra

we know

about Socmtes comes

fom

Plato. his

strdenr This

I can believe. His stone eyes reveal

nofiing; rn ded and du*y knwledge falls

fiom his lips, but I am determined
to get sornething; lhe hint
ofa form . ..
I close the drapes
on tle Atlrcnian moming
the white rcbes of tlre senafe \ fiippLtg

below in snaps: sornds tlnt ideas make
here on

Eath. I crawl

on my krces tourmd the bed
and climb

in

I won't be denied

or trnod back Don't wase
your heath on paticulas' dear

''

'
tel me, tefl mg te[

me ev€rything.
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ANN SraNrsv-Bennv
TINION OF THE DISREMEMBERED
unon

of

the

ad

you qpeak of soeaming bmsltees
you

ha

disremembered
i speak ofsocial peconditioning

ad

the rifts

i swim in tlrc lyrics

you like white bread
you oould eat hot dogs all year

i like wlreat

mtrd

i only like than in the srrnmer

you absorb other's opinions

I

rcject

like rice

tlrm

yor call yourself

with seely arnbivalence

wtib

a pesstmist

I call myself an ogimist

wtrile seq€tly believirry

everyone

is

o ttr quesiom tlnt we qeak

we're both obaessed with anmren

yor for yorn

hck of identicy
fm my lack of manory
ue don't belong

adme
ue both feel

rcrwtheseaadnre

your birdr

me for my

lyirg to re

tls€ ae similaities

aftnittedly

fc

speading youself

fd all to ed

heavy like your butter

you

p4er

mird thd seerns

to

wader though a[h€r rcalities

adtlprnom b$ind the tees
to love somor *iho's diftrerf

ue botlr cane home to €rn$fuiess
ard uabothlglowhow

Igs

wtich iswhy it \rnrlrs
wfry ue rccogniad each otlrcr

inftdfrstinffi
filse ficades we had cstrrrtrd
though all
days dd tpse nigtms
was sinW meartto be

saw beyond the

ltw

wlry we held so lightly to each oth€r
wtry urc believed behg togelho forwer

ad$ill

I unnder sometimes

ad

wlry vle were so sne

aslwonderldonl

even

douLt ltut it is

tue
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and pull moons out

we house each other's souls

aees togelher

from behind
we

live

each one

and

and laugh

and love

cry

logether

to the other

oftrs bringing

was lacking

wlra tre other

you wanted to be conslant

it was tlre moon

moon tllat proved to be

and it was the

to enter conslancy

wtrich allorarcd me

ofburial

without fear ofdeanh

and you've Pnned mine

i've flowaed your words

it seems

i've lived this life before
you come to it with new eyes
with yow easy

and temper my exhausion
acceptance oftln world
I canchange

deep down I believe
deep

ht

down

it is you

wln

ju$ walking bY

change lives
lends

your od$ence

you

treart holds all the

and wen

tlings

you beliwe you canrnt

tnugh you

itrlfto

kfudness

withroomtoryre

world

you don't believe

say

which is barcr$an

you do it anyway

it is llp ac{ion
mt*re flnugtft

betwing and rnt doing
thd rnders

bY Your

I have been ternpercd
your oomrnitnent

love

yourhndness
you say you carxnt

I feel myself glow
but how can a light
for it is so bright ieelf

knw

see

it

what ilurnination it hings
it has

rn way to comPare
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